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Saue bidding farewell to f© fweete a gueft, 

As my fweete Richard : yet agaync me thinker 
Some vnborne forrow ripe in Femmes wombe. 

Is comm ngtovvardesmeand ray inward foule, 

With nothing trembles, at fomething it grieues# 

More then with parting from ray Lord the King. 

Bu(hie Each fubftancc ofa griefe hath twenty fhadowess 
Which fticwes like griefe it fclfc,but is not fo: 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding tea res, 

Diuides one thing entire to many obiefts. 

Like perfpe&iues.which rightly gazdevpon 
Shew nothing but confufion;eyaeawry, 

Diftinguifli forme : fo your fweet maicilie* 

Looking awry vpon your Lords departure. 

Finde ftiapes of griefe more than himfelfc to waile, 

Which lookt on as it is. is naught but thadows 
Of what it is not; then thrice (gracious Queene) 

Mote then your Lords departure weep not, more is not-fccs 
Or if it be, Cis with falfe Sorrowes eye. 

Which for things true.weepes things imaginarie. 

Queene It may be fo; but yet my inward foule 
Perlwadcs me it is otherwi fc : how ere it be. 

I cannot but be fad : fo hcauie fad. 

As thought on thinking on no thought I thinke. 

Makes me with heauy nothing faint and fhrinke. 

Bnfh t TL nothing but conceit my gratioiis Lady. 

Queens Tis nothing lefles conceit is ftill dcriude. 

From fome forefather griefe, mine is not fo. 

For nothing hath begot ray fomething griefe. 

Or fomething hath the nothing that I grieue, 

Tis in rcuerflon that I do poflefle. 

But what it is that is not yet knowen what, 

I cannot name, tis namclcflc woe I wot. 

Greene God fauc your maiefty. and wellmet Gentlemen, 
I hope the King is not yet fliipt for Ireland. 

Queene Why hope ft thou fo? tis better hope he is. 

For his dcfignescraueha'fte,his hafte good hope: 

Then wherefore doftthou hope he is not fhipt? Greene 





King Richard theficend. 

Greene That he our hope might haue retirdehis power, 
And driuen into defpaire an enemies hope, 

Who ftrongly hath fetfootingin this lancfc 
The banifht Bullingbrooke repeal es himfelfe. 

And withvpliftcdarmesis fafe ariudeat Rauenfpurgh, 
Qw«e Now God in heauen forbid. 

Greene Ah Madam! tis too true, andthat is worfc: 

The lord Northumberland, hisfon yong H.Pcrcie, 

The lords of Rofle.Beaumond, and Willoughby, 

With all their powerful friends are fled to him. 

Bulb. Why hauc you not proclaimd Northumberland 
And al the reft rcuoItcdfaftion,traitours? 

Greene We hauc, whereupon the carle of Worceftcr 
Flath broken his Staffe, reflgnd his Steward/hip, 

And al the houfhold feruants fled with him to Bullingbrook 
Queene So Greene, thou art the midwife to my woe, 

And Bullingbrooke my forowesdifmall heirc, . 

Now hath my foule brought forth her predigic, 

And la gafping new debuetd mother, 

Haue woe to woe,forow to foiovv ioynde 
Bufht'e Difpaire not Madam. 

Queene W ho fhail hinder me? 

I will difpaire and beat enmitie 
With coufcning Hope, he is a flatterer, 

Apatafite, akeeper backe ofDeath, 

Who gently would diflolue the bands of life, 

Which falfe Hope iingers in extremitie. 

Greene Here comes the Duke of Yoike. 

Queene With fignes of war about his agedneckc. 

Oh ful of carefull bufines are his lookc. 1 ’! 

V nde.for Gods fake fpeake Comfortable wordes. 

Yorke Should 1 do fo I lhould bcly my thoughts. 
Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth, 

Where nothing liues but crofles, cares and griefe: 

Y our husband, he is gone to fauc far off, 

VVhilft others come to make him loofc at home: 

Hcerc am I left to vnderprop his land, 

Who 




